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ADAM DAULAG 

BYJUARGUERITE MERINGTON 



'Twas in the early days of Ville-Marie, 

And in the April dawn of life no less 

Than of the year, when Daulac signed his name 

Among the stars above the wilderness 

Where, star-like, shone the mission colony, 

And from his scutcheon wiped a youthful shame. 

" The budding season bodes a harvest fair, 

As ice and snow give way before the sun, 

And, singing songs of France, we turn the sod. 

Conquered are forest, field and flood. Begun 

With prayer each day, and each day closed with prayer; 

And where we plow we plant the cross of God ! 

" Our Indian neighbors, too, whose souls to sway 
To Heaven white nuns cast their saintly lot, 
And black-robed brethren, faithful shepherds tend, 
Preaching the ways of peace to Ouandot, 
Algoumequin the rover, Montagnais: 
Of these which is not now in Christ our friend ? 

" Disdains one hostile tribe alone our hand, 
Or, smoking pipe of peace-pretence, they wait 
Our unsuspecting hour to strike their blow ! " 
(Hear Maisonneuve in hurried council state: 
Brave governor to that intrepid band 
Of nation-founders, in the long ago !) 

" The Hyroquois ! " Who did not know the curse 

That lay in that dread name upon the tongue! 

" The Hyroquois," they cried, with indrawn breath. 

" O, better wife and child to wild wolves flung 

Than chance a captive's fate ; death, torture . . . worse, 

Where one might pray, and pray in vain, for death ! " 
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Adam Daulac des Ormeaux, of the fort 
Commander, hears the word, and sees a way, 
The Governor approving, that may rid 
The Mission of this pest : " Without delay 
To strike ere struck, seeking where, by report, 
The savages lie in the forest hid ! " 

Aye ; Maisonneuve approves. . . . Who would not ! plan 
So daring. Yet would hardly urge what spells 
Death-warrant! Yet, should any volunteer . . .? 
Hark to the voice of youth ! The record tells 
Their sixteen names undaunted. " Who's the man 
To lead them, though ? " Cries Adam Daulac, " Here ! " 

Their wills are made. They take the sacrament. 
Who love them cling to them as to the dead, 
While tapers for them at each home-shrine burn. 
Fittest to live, their last good-byes are said, 
As knight-crusaders gallantly they went 
Upon the quest that suffers no return. 

Passed now Ste. Anne's where flows the current swift. 

Twin-Mountain Lake the light canoes have crossed. 

Stemming the rampant Ottawa's mad race 

At Carillon like dead leaves are they tossed. 

Here, where the Long-Sault, hurtling, joins the drift 

Of seething waters, marks their landing-place. 

For camp a disused trading-fort is theirs ; 
And here, in greening wood, a pool beside, 
Where sapling birch and saffron willow dip, 
And wild-duck drop to drink by night, they bide, 
With gay Qui-Vives that mingle with their prayers, 
And the light laugh of youth upon the lip. 

Forms snake-like gather in the covert. Soon 
Dark hordes about the tiny fortress close, 
While direful yells the peaceful heavens rend. 
A deeper stain the reddening maple knows, 
As stone-head arrow answers musketoon, 
And faithful Hurons back the war-cry send. 

" From Tadoussac that guards the River's gate, 

Along its shores where settlers' cabins rise, 

To Frontenac, our furthermost advance: 

Old homes with hope rebuilt beneath new skies. . . . 

For these we fight," they cry, " and for the fate 

Of Cross and Empired Lily of New France ! " 
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Outmatched? Outnumbered? Aye; an hundred fold. 
Foredoomed to perish? Ere they started. True. 
But not in vain ! for soon the savage horde, 
Dread Hyroquois, back to their plains withdrew. 
And so the Mission lived and grew, grew old, 
In the blood-purchased peace of fire and sword ! 

The eastern roses planted by Champlain 

In brave days blossomed by the western sea. 

But, east or west, was never braver one 

Than in the early days of Ville-Marie, 

When Adam Daulac cleansed his scutcheon's stain, 

And signed among the stars a deed well done ! 

Marguerite Merington. 



